Bryng us in no podynges, for therein is al Godes

good;
Nor bryng us in no venesen, for that is not for our

blod;
But bryng us in good ale, etc.

Bryng us in no capon's flesch, for that is often der;
Nor bryng us in no dokes flesch, for thei slober in

the nier;
But bryng us in good ale, etc.

(XVth Century Song)

THE NEW IS BETTER
Beer abides, and the best of it is now as good as English
beer ever was. This is not a fashionable thing to say. For
years the air has been full of the meanings of those who
imagine a golden age for beer, and suppose it to have been
destroyed by the wickedness of the great breweries.
The truth of the matter is that, until the nineteenth
century was pretty well advanced, most small brewers
and vendors, secure in local monopoly, adopted the most
vicious methods with beer.
As late as 1824, the author of The Private Brewery
wrote :" It has seldom been my fortune in a great number
of years to taste unadulterated purchased ale, whether
brewed in the metropolis or in the brewing districts of
the country." For years before that date and for some
years later an extremely harmful and highly intoxicat-
ing drug, the Indian berry (coccollus Indicus) was freely
used in beer; and willow bark, walnut leaf, quassia,
gentian, aloes, entered into the production of what was